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flocked to his banner, and no one set up an oppos-
ing standard, the disconsolate would-be victor was
forced to set out on the march and look for an
enemy.

Over hill and dale went the splendid army of
horse and foot, archers and elephants, through the
depths of dark and trackless forests, and by the walls
of mighty cities, always on the look-out for adventures
and the opportunity of making conquests which would
render the name of their leader famous through-
out the world. But no monsters or mortal foes
presented themselves to be beaten, and adventures
seemed purposely to avoid the warriors who sought
for them with such assiduity.

In due time the king and his army came to the
hermitage of the eminent saint named Vasishtha.
It was a beautiful place in the heart of a forest,
surrounded by kingly trees crowned with golden
blossoms which spread out their topmost branches
to make a delicious shade without darkness or
obscurity, and to protect the place from tempestuous
winds. Hermits flocked to this pleasant spot from
all parts of India to listen to the wise words of
Vasishtha and to sing the praises of his fascinating
cow, Sabala, the white-skinned Pearl among Ruminant
Creatures.

The hermit greeted the king with reverent
courtesy, and paid him the great compliment of
inviting him to be seated on the sacred grass. Then
he brought him sweet roots and berries, as well as
a vessel of water to wash the dust from his tired